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ci-ndy frazier 
4 
	 The Wanderer Conies Home 
Scarlet, pumpkin, Aztec gold, sunrise, 
Cock-crow, dawn, the world awakens, 
And yawning, it stretches to complete 
awareness 
Of all things past 
And all things yet to come. 
vicki cummings 
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Against the pane, softly pressed, 
The relentless cold is transmitted to the hand 
Making it withdraw, 
Letting the curtains fall together 
Closing out the rain 
And with it, the light, 
Leaving darkness to reign supreme within 
the cold, silent emptiness. 
vicki cummi-ngs 
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michael tineal 
7 
8 
	 The Wall of Your Secret Heart 	 cindy frazier 
gary keown 
I used to dream dreams 
Of star-studded skies 
And secret half-lives 
Lived beyond the veil, 
Then, when I met you 
the lace was torn from the bodice 
And the nakedness shone through, 
I was left then with nothing 
But your sharp tobacco smell, 
And the heady scent of magnolia 
blossoms 
Crushed beneath my fall. 
You have bruised me 
You have eaten me alive, 
ThEre is no lace on the bodice 
Only shame to disguise 
And the learning to call it love. 
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meredith hales 
phyllis w. rains 
11 
implanted visions of glory 
have run through my head, 
am i no different 
than anyone else? 
Chasing clouds thru the sky 
my ambition has soared 
with the best. 
Dreaming of the man with the glass eye 
i have run from the test 
afraid of the fate 
that surely awaits me. 
Fame and fortune tease 
and twist eludingly away 
and out of my grasp. 
Gnarled old ladies 
reach and touch me in my dreams, 
medusas of the night. 
Shimmering images 
dance and motion me on 
and I'm drawn nearer 
the dividing line 
separating the sane 
and the insane; 
such a fine line. 
Aged stone images open eyes 
closed for thousands of years; 
ancient figuers slowly rise 
and the Egyptian desert leers. 
Reflections 
ire an Old Fashioned 
Mirror 
kyle schlicher 
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ann ellis 
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The Rocking Chair 
The warped and weathered planks shifted methodically up and down under the weight of the 
old rocking chair. Clumps of dried-out earth filled long indentions in nearby boards where the 
rocker had previously stood. Dry, dead, crumpled leaves stuffed wide gaps between the splintered 
boards. Moreover, other withered leaves crisply carpeted the small porch except for a short 
well-worn path leading to the door. The wooden planks which had once supported the weight of 
young and hearty men now seemed too weak to even support the feeble old man wearily rocking 
in the chair. 
As the man began to doze, he slowly shifted his feet onto a small pile of leaves. The cracked, 
dry leather of his shoes was coated with dust. A broken raveled shoelace dangled from beneath 
one pant leg. Another shifting of the old man's feet revealed a large hole in the sole of one shoe 
which had once been despairingly stuffed with yellowed newspaper. The thread-bare gray trousers 
were speckled with dingy patches sewn with uncertain, wavering stitches. Dirt was caked into 
wrinkles and folds of the pants and seemed to be an integral part of them. The trousers were 
gathered high around the shrunken waist by a well-worn belt lapped almost half-way around. Only 
a Ew small blotches of buckle were left uncovered by tarnish and rust. Above the belt the large 
shirt seemed to engulf the man's small chest and stooped shoulders. One sleeve was held by a 
rusty safety pin at the wrist, and only at the neck closing did one of the original buttons remain. 
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Aroused from his sleep by a falling leaf, the old man ran his wrinkled hand through his 
unkempt beard. He subsequently propped his tremoring head on his hand and returned to his 
slumber. The hand which had once never tired in sixteen hours of work in one day now seemed 
too weak to support the small gray head. The wrinkled, cracked skin of his hands had attained a 
permanent earth tint from a lifetime of work with the soil. The dry soil under the gray 
fingernails seemed a God-given part of his hands. As a small decayed branch fell into the man's 
lap he was again aroused from his sleep. He tried to smooth and untangle his long gray hair, but 
futilely returned his hands limply to the weathered arms of the chair. He slowly tossed his head 
in order to get some gray strands of hair out of his eyes. However, the strands of hair lifelessly 
fell back into his face, into the curve of his hollow cheek. With what seemed to be an 
overwhelming effort he licked his dry, chapped lips with his tongue. He rubbed his strong, sharp 
nose which somehow seemed out of place on the decaying face. 
The old man blinked his watery gray eyes and squinted in order to watch a tiny white cloud 
float through the empty sky. The floating cloud seemed to evoke a grateful response in the old 
man. A long lost twinkle flashed in his eyes as tiny folds formed at the corners of his mouth. 
The look quickly faded, however, as the cloud fleeted out of his sight. He once again began to 
rock methodically as the weak old planks groaned underneath him. 
ronda walker 
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mike dupree 
I look across the harvest fields, 
The moon floats in a hazy sky. 
The reapers all have gone their ways, 
The gentle wind gives forth a sign. 
I am alone with nature's night-- 
No fear I feel within my breast 
My lonely heart cries out: "Farewell, 
I also now must go to rest." 
And as I turn my back on night, 
The wind stirs briskly through my hair. 
I've seen what others left behind-- 
The stillness and the beauty there... 
shirley plank tingle 
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Summer Melons 
pink and juicy 
with droplets of moisture 
collected on the surface 
so enticing 
so delicious 
to gorge oneself in the soft tissue 
and fill the cavity with the taste 
refreshing after the heat 
pink and juicy 
in the summer. 
mike °rival 
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scott sanders 	 19 
r-- 
It's Over There 
mike hobbs 
20 
mark keller 	 21 
To know the agony of her almost too gentle touch 
When a minute seems as if it will never pass 
When her caressing breath feels like a warm summer breeze 
To feel her warm body surround me like a hot August night 
to feel her aching need for me drain all the want from my soul 
And lay silent in the darkness and make love to her with 
my mind as she sleeps. 
radford 
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art parry 	 23 
Ballad of the Guardians 
Yes, I have sailed the empty void 
Where your worlds spin and shine 
And yet the bright sphere I call home 
Stays ever on my mind. 
In the long ago ages of your past 
Near the beginning of your time 
We brought you here, our "children" dear, 
To form a different line. 
For we had made you-modeled with love, 
Like us, yet not the same; 
And to you, unknowing your true past 
We could not tell our name. 
We watched you closely as you grew 
And ever and again 
A "guardian", came, to show the way 
To the children we called Men. 
Our visits to you were "miraculous" 
In the ages of your youth 
And as you grew more knowing 
You thought you saw the "truth". 
Each world that we had "seeded" 
And carefully did nurse 
Believed themselves to be alone 
In our great universe. 
As children will, you listened still 
To each new theory spoken 
And we were there to ease the shock 
Of promises then broken. 
We taught you little, let you grow, 
Tried not to interfere. 
Yet, should a need be brought about 
A "guardian" was near. 
24 
Though, sometimes you destroyed us, 
From fear, or hate; or gain 
The knowledge of your need for us 
Would let us bear the pain. 
Still, though we're here, and hold you dear 
our thoughts traverse unasked 
Back to our own, our own home 
of beauty unsurpassed. 
Where minds supply the forces 
We need for peace and life 
No place for hatred, for all are One, 
There is no bit of strife. 
Now, are you worth it, child of thought? 
Who still can't understand 
Your good is why we visit now 
This race you know as Man! 
Yes, I have sailed the empty void 
Where your worlds spin and shine 
And yet the bright sphere I call home 
Stays ever on my mind. 
barbara Brock 
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mike dupree 
shirley plank tingle 
A thorn pierces my finger 
As 1 pluck a blossoming rose. 
It brings a drop of blood-- 
Almost as red as the rose's face. 
I lift it to my nostrils 
And am entranced by its perfume. 
The sun has flown, 
And coolness touches my skin-- 
My rose rests in the palm of my hand, 
Dormant--and never to live again. 
I have taken its life and beauty away-- 
Now I know why the rose has thorns... 
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slowly, painfully, 
the struggle begins, 
grasping for truths 
slightly beyond reach, 
peering through 
opaque windows,• 
seeing only dim reflections 
of the light within. 
patti siler 
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mark Feller 	 29 
Ah, my Beloved, fill the Cup that clears 
To-day of past Regrets and future fears: 
Tomorrow! -Why, To-morrow I maybe 
Myself with Yesterday's seven thousand years. 
OMA R KHAYYAM 
from the RUBAIYAT 
30 
Let us together go 
in half-swept rooms, 
dust choked casems 
of bone dry wombs. 
Tinkering with months 
of longer days 
spilling into the chair 
of a man who sits alone, 
A man who counts fingers in a fist- 
plow-land worn 
hinges, 
his mind beyond his age. 
And I wondered 
If he had been moved, 
and of when and of what. 
did he--would he 
weep, 
or did he only mumble, 
gritting his teeth, 
biting the bit 
that strangles his sleep, 
and of Absolom, my son. 
did lie scream-- 
Absolom... 
my son 
my soii? 
I have a dream-- 
but not as before. 
it was different, yet 
like a spider twanging at 
it's web, pausing 
to hear the music, 
thumping as a trampouline, 
springing and hoping, 
staggering in its silk 
soft as death. 
and all my life and love 
was Mixed-- 
desire and hope 
like a ball of yarn unrolled 
into a sweater. 
On some august day 
like a tent revival 
of pumping organs, 
and flapping flaps-- 
applauding where 
no applaud would be-- 
in the Mildew 
of Stifling heat-Salvation 
and Cotton dresses 
and fishnet faces 
that would gather them 
in a harvest of the innocent, 
And somewhere 
in this passing maze 
my eyes became my hands, 
and in the subtle tenderness 
i caressed your shadows 
with the grace of originality, 
and in a silent, peaceful sleep 
that mixed with the shadows, 
your rugged gram 
had posed far beyond my reach 
and I knew and 
somehow longed 
for the answer. 
but still I knew 
it was only in my mind. 
i hoped for an answer, 
or a cord to pull to find 
the tone that would bring the everlasting 
servant to my rescue, 
and all the time it was so much madness. 31 
where many come back 
with their share of jerusalem— 
and Inheritance 
that you could hear in the music 
that scratched at the screen-- 
it was well, yet nothing fit together, 
and nothing fit together, 
and it died 
with the crickets in the winter. 
And as if to push beside 
the light, 
a moth drank in the wattage 
of the bulb, 
and strangled on the intensity, 
whirling in and out of control. 
into the face of darkness 
weaving a silent pattern, 
like heat lighting on the ceiling 
struggling with the lust and passion, 
losing to struggle again, 
ecstacy-- 
pulsating ecstacy 
life and darkness 
light and death 
hills of pleasure 
at the end of a 
	
cord 
squirming, germinating 
rippling sustenance of life. 
beneath the world and its ways 
i screamed. god, i shouted 
as it fell upon the 
sword of a candle, 
and I remembered.... 
heaped 
long black 
vaguely, yet i remembered, 
shuttering twice 
in a blood-gurgling 
spasm, 
too unsure to know the 
difference, 
and the wind smeared the hills 
with the shadow of my voice. 
I wondered what it was 
when it came to me, 
and with the wonder it was gone, 
pulling the shades beyond the sea. 
would I have approved last October 
when the winds licked 
the silent edges of the earth, 
sowing and reaping, 
loving and raping, 
begatting and gobbling 
up the land 
into crumbling chalk and charcoal? 
I remember having wanted you, 
but could I have known 
what it meant 
no one else would have even 
wondered-- 
marked it up as coincidence. 
And I knew 
the patterns so well; 
I knew them as if he 
told me himself 
and somehow 
I understood 
all the pain, 
all the hell, 
some of the riddle, 
some of the guess, 
some of the "0 the sciagura d'essere saenza coglioni!" 
but not all, 
and i knew I never would. 
tarry thompson 
and Jonathan was as before, only loving David 
more than his soul, 
yet even, more than mine. 
And still I loved you. 
And it echoed 
so hollow and empty, 
slipping away 
with more and more speed 
until only the ripples 
could be seen. 
Absolom... 
Absolom... 
my son, my son. 
I have a dream-- 
before the mornings face lowers, 
lymph and falling, 
a sky so red and grey 
(first red then grey) 
roses becoming briers 
then thorns. 
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hovard cannon 
 
33 
Alone 
Slowly flowing like a tide 
Death takes you on a merry ride 
Where names and faces mean so much 
Because their owners have lost touch 
With thoughts of you. 
True friends weren't they? 
Shimmering like the shifting sands 
Rainbows of color in bright glowing bands 
Happenings of the younger days 
Skimming past in golden haze 
As you secretly watch them filing past 
You'll realize their feelings can never last. 
They never really knew you, 
These dark-clad mourners. 
My very last, my urgent plea 
Please, someone, try always to be 
Kind, thoughtful, loving, giving 
This short time on earth 
This time called living 
This happiness we all too soon must flee 
And please, someone, please remember me. 
vicki cu-mmings 
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ted parks 35 
36 mike hobbs 
mike dupree 	
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Vo-ndelpark '73 
Gray face, eyes glazed 
Clad in denim and feather 
No matter the weather 
Feeling no more 
Seeing nothing 
Sliding thru 'til the time 
When with kaleidoscopic blast 
A glimmer comes from the past-- 
How the sky talked, 
The colors sang, 
Time danced-- 
When. 
With brains knocked out by gems 
Those "oh so beautiful stones" 
Lost children guided only by whims 
Come back to see the spot and, elephant like, 
Feel the bones. 
michael o'-neal. 
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The Kaleidoscope 
My thoughts swiftly changed 
To the click and vision that 
A new pattern had been formed. 
Looking through the Kaleidoscope 
At bits of swirling colored glass 
Sadly knowing that each would yield 
Intangible 
Hoping always to save 
The one perfect pattern. 
cindy cloves 
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phyllis w. rains 
 
   
41 
dan Johnson 
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My radio is broadcasting 
in the language of God's tonight 
All hisses of lightning and pop of thunder. 
Edgar Winter is an ice-cream angel. 
Do chickens enjoy laying eggs? 
Or is it just something to pass the time? 
The lids of a hundred bins 
Slam beside, above, my head 
I feel ten years dead 
The road maps in my eyes 
Focus on a gray world 
Where nothing is in sharp 
Black and white 
Save for the night and a street light 
And even now street lights 
Begin to look pink and green. 
mike o'neal 
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In addition to the excellent support by the staff of TWICE TWENTY-TWO, 
a word of thanks is extended to all the contributors. Because of the availability 
of space all contributions were not used, but the abundance of material submit-
ted shows the continued interest in a literary and art magazine for UTC. 
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